As was Griselda; for that Petrarch wrote
This tale, and in a high style, as you'll note.
For since a woman once was so patient
Before a mortal man, well more we ought
Receive in good part that which God has sent;
For cause he has to prove what He has wrought.
But He tempts no man that His blood has bought,
As James says, if you his epistle read;
Yet does He prove folk at all times, indeed,
And suffers us, for our good exercise,
With the sharp scourges of adversity
To be well beaten oft, in sundry wise;
Not just to learn our will; for truly He,
Ere we were born, did all our frailty see;
But for our good is all that He doth give.
So then in virtuous patience let us live.1
But one word, masters, hearken ere I go:
One hardly can discover nowadays,
In all a town, Griseldas three or two;
For, if they should be put to such assays,
Their gold's so badly alloyed, in such ways,
With brass, that though the coin delight the eye,
'Twill rather break in two than bend, say I.
But now, for love of the good wife of Bath,
Whose life and all whose sex may God maintain
In mastery high, or else it were but scathe,
i It seems to have been Chaucer's intention, in the first instance,
to end this Tale here. Hence, we find, in Mss. E. Hn. Cm. Dd.,
the following genuine, but rejected stanza, suitable for insertion
at this point (a note of Walter W. Skeat)-
BEHOLD THE MERRY WORDS OF THE HOST
Now when this worthy clerk had told his tale,
Our host remarked, and swore by God's own bones:
"I'd rather than receive a keg of ale
My wife at home had heard this legend once;
This is a noble story, for the nonce,
And to my purpose, if you knew my will;
But that which cannot be, let it lie still."
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